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MRS. TABRET: Oh, I'm glad. It's fearfully late. Good night,
old boy. Sleep well. \Sbe leans over and kisses him on the
forehead^

MAURICE; Good night. Mother, Bless you,

HARVESTER: Let me give you a hand, Nurse.

NURSE: I can manage perfectly. I'm so used to wheeling the

invalid bed and he weighs nothing.
MAURICE: I never weighed more than ten stone eight when

I was well,

HARVESTER: Never mind. Let me push him in. I'd like to.
MAURICE: Let the man do something for his money.. Nurse*

\Ptttthig on a cockney accentl\ You bring me drops and me

powder puff, dearie.

[T/se NURSE opens the door and~D^. HARVESTER pushes
the bed out.

STELLA: Don't be long, Doctor, or the sandwiches will be

stone cold.

[The door is closed.   STELLA and MRS. TABRET are left

alone.

STELLA: Maurice is rather nervous to-night*
MRS. TABRET: Yes, I noticed it.
STELLA: I'm sorry I went to the opera.
MRS. TABRET: My dear, you go out so little.
STELLA: I haven't the inclination, really.
MRS. TABRET: I'm afraid you're awfully tired
STELLA: \With a sm/e.] Dead,
MRS. TABRET: Why don't you eat something?
STELLA: No, I'll wait till the others come.
MRS. TABRET: Whatever happens, darling, I want you to

know that I'm deeply grateful for all you've done for

Maurice.

STELLA: {Startled.} Why do you say that? You don't think
lie's any worse?